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the tyrant, though that was exactly the kind of reference
he would himself make publicly. Also, he was aggrieved
at the easy acceptance of his sufferings; he wasn't the iron-
limbed hero that she was making of him; he was a sick-
hearted man straddling nobly his divided soul, and he
wanted her to know it,

"Fve had a terrible time," he began; then changed the
subject. "How's your wound?"

" Perfectly all right." She spoke in a distrait voice, having
no thought for herself.

He knew that her statement was incorrect, but wanted
to salve his conscience by believing. "I'm so glad." He
drew her towards the couch, feeling awkward and despicable,
as if she was someone else's wife.

THE streets were crowded enough now. Gallus, used as he
was to a Roman crowd, had to shove his way along. He
had a fairly long walk to the Aventine; and gaining the
Vicus Tuscus by an alley where some children were playing
with a dead cat on a string and washing was stretched across
the street from upper windows, he set off for the shop of
Fabullus and Ezra. There were other fulleries nearer, but
he wanted to see how Rome was taking the death of Caesar,
and also to have a few words with Amos, who had been
the cause of his first going to the shop. He had been carrying
a portfolio and a gust of wind had blown some papers out.
It was near the Shrine of Hercules, and Amos, loitering
among the merchants on the look-out for a chance encounter,
had rescued the sheets and started a conversation. Gallus
had liked the fervent lad. Amos at his request had told him
tales of Jewish folklore and quoted passages from the
Septuagint, the Greek version of his national Holy Book;
then he had unashamedly asked Gallus for his custom;
anything in the line of dyeing, cleaning, washing, or mending.
They met occasionally and had a few drinks at a quiet tavern.
Now Gallus, fresh from the balm of the peaceful sick-bed
in the house of Cytheris, seemed to be walking the streets 01
an unknown city; he felt he had never seen men and women
before, never perceived the queer changes of emotion in
their faces, the unchanging scrutiny of fear in their eyes,